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To PETER PIND AR, Es a. 


S IR, 


WE RE my Language half ſo remarkable for its 
delicacy of Idea and politeſſe of Sentiment, I ſhould 
find no Difficulty in making a moſt elegant Apology 


for intruding an humble Imitation of its Beauties on 


your Notice. 


My Endeavours in the following Sheets have been 
exerted to bring forward, from my moſt depraved 
Pen, a Style of Sublimity in Wit, and Softneſs in 
Declamation unequalled, except in the Pages you 
have condeſcended to ſet forth for the Benefit of 
public Example. I know I have failed in an At- 
tempt to reach that Harmony of Idea, that Dianic 


Purity for which you are ſo eminently conſpicuous ; 
a 2 but 


1 
but if, on peruſal, you ſhould diſcover any Spark of 


your divine Genius lurking 1 in the mental Duſt of 
my poor Imagination, perhaps taking me generouſly 
under your Wing, you may purge the Gold of my 
Wit from its Droſs, and by inſtructing me how to 
| emulate the heavenly Luxuriance of your Angel 
Muſe, render me as ſplendid, as modeſt, as inoffen- 


ſive, and finally, as BELOVED as yourſelf. 


1 have the Honour to be, 


Your moſt devoted Admirer, 


HARRIET AIR-BRAIN. 


A MOST ELOQUENT 


PANEGYRICAL PETITION, &c. 


Tur your humble Petitioner deeming moſt wiſely, 
A mendicant's prayer ſhould be iſſued conciſely, 

And knowing politeneſs gives uniform grace 

To the je ne ſcai quoi of a State Phæon's face; 

That gallantry blooms his moſt prominent feature, 

And merits the praiſe both of rapture and metre; 

That nonſenſe, if titled, is oracled wiſe; 

And wit throws double luſtre from dignity's eyes; 
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That Fame, like a Patriot, -a modern I mean, 
Turns her back on a tenant of Poverty's ſcene; 

My muſe, leagu'd with want, expires by neglect, 
But a Peereſs and Poet no heart could reje&. 
Diſpenſer of honours ! a title from you 

Would command loſt reſpe& from th' envious few; 
For this have I ponder'd whole weeks, *till my mind 
Leaves all but this ſong and its ſubject behind. 


I know that the chit-chat of rank may be paſs'd 
As the ſterling effuſions of fancy and taſte ; 
That vague impudence ſmiles, if a minion of ſtate, 
While age and experience ſtarve at her gate. 


The hot-blooded fool of ambition will riſe, 
By magnanimous theory, brave, good or wile : 
The proud animal, fluſh'd by your partial proto Qion, 
Demands prematurely a hero's election, 
And lords it o'er merit, —a vet'ran bending 
Beneath time's cruel preſſure, and wants never ending, 
Turns his pale, pining cheek to a ſtripling's rude blow, 
And gives the laſt touch to life's landſcape of woe. 
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Ye 
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Ye attributes bright to modern renown, 
My laurels are your's, and the crown 1s my own : 
Lady Arir-Brain,—oh title expreflive and ſweet ! 


'The echo of noiſe, the declaimer of wit. 


If youth and impertinence 1n the proud fane 
Of modern preferment its honours obtain ; 
If wit without point, fave ill nature and ſpleen, 
To point the keen dart of detraction unſeen ; 
To reproach angel worth with the failings of nature, 
And arraign outward beauty of inward ill- nature; 
Allow ev'ry virtue I cannot but own, 
And ſully perfection by vices unknown. 
Theſe I claim as my meed from the zenith of fame, 
And aſk but to light the proud ſtar at a name, — 
A name that may ſtamp me the teſt of perfection, 
And make me a Laureat of Cnarhau's election. 


Ye ſatiriſts, here the digreſſion excuſe, 
That would qualify ſpleen for a well-meaning Muſe ; 
Never rail at the outward, 'tis manifeſt beauty, 
But draw fictious flaws in the center of duty; 
Never ſtop at a falſehood, if properly dreſt, 
Twill ſting like a viper, and ſharpen your jeſt; 
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Nothin g 
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Nothing rankles ſo much as a dart undeſerv'd, 


Twill blot the fair name that long prudence preſerv'd: 
Eager envy retains the malevolent ſound, 


/ As the ſlow-creeping ſnail leaves his trace on the ground: 


'The herald of ſcandal may claim more attendance | 
Than the prieſt who points Heay'n to the eye of repentance. 


But here let my claims to diſtinction reſume, 
While the flow'r of my rhet'ric is full of its bloom; 
Oh, fingers thrice bleſt— Oh, dignified pen! 
That draws up a requeſt to the brighteſt of men ; 
'The long ultimatum of judgment and reaſon, 
The goblin that ſtounds all political treaſon, 
The primum mobile of prudent invention, 
The magnet of thrones, and the cave of retention; 
In wiſdom an Abelard, ſpurning at pelf,— 
In love a Narciſſus, that pines for—itſelf ; 
The teetotum twirler, whoſe magnetic rule 
Attracts aye or no—from a negative tool; 
The dumb fpeaker, whoſe look is convey'd with ſuch ſkill, 
Th' ele&nfy'd tory-train—nod to his will; 
Who frowns, and intention ſhrinks back to her ſource, 
Who turns candour's tide in its turbulent courſe ; 


Who 
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Who pulls down the bright temple old Lavater built, 


And proves phy ſiognomy but a wild jilt; 


Clouds the open, broad brow with the back- ground of knave, 


Terms the generous patriot—intereſt's ſlave; 
Turns thy bluſh, oh ingenuous Honour, to ſhame, 
And the wit - ſparkling eye to the lunatic's flame; 
Who, like atheiſt MIL rox, perverts Nature's law, 
And from nothing, a primitive meaning foreſaw, 
Will prove blunt Conviction in error, to make 
Poor Genius a ſophiſt, or Reaſon a rake; 

Who prefers young Ambition to title and places, 
The Muſes' Apollo, the mould of the Graces, 
The Cupid of State, who transfixes the heart 
With taxes and ſtamps — but to ſoften its ſmart 
Pays court to the fair cheapens favourite tea, 


And is toaſted by beauty in cups of bohea. 


Dread Sir, I am loſt in the whirlpool of praiſe, 
And eclips'd by the ſplendid efflux of your blaze ; 


The ſtrings of my lyre are parch'd up, and each note 


| — 


Rumbles ruggedly forth from my over-ſtrained throat. 


I have reaſon'd, applauded, and pleaded fo long, 


That my truths are half falſehoods, —my facts are all wrong; 


I'm 
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I'm become a mere pendulum, tick-tack's my ſtory, 
From the rear of your worth to the van of my glory ; 
In the rays of your noon, I dwindle myſelf 

To a puppet-ſhow princeſs—a ſhade of an elf: 


Oh, contract your wide beams, great ſun of my lay 


To my moon-light petition, in mercy give way, 
Sweet roſebud of ſtate !—tho' a meek daiſy might, 
Yet may my poor merits find grace in your fight. 


Dear muſe of my ſong, whoſe broad lacquer'd face 
Was ftamp'd at its birth with no courtier's grimace ; 

| Whoſe cheek never glow'd with the bluſhes of ſhame, 
Save when moth-pinion'd Folly expir'd in thy flame; 
You'll ſee Impudence riding all roads without bit, 
But ſhe flags in the race if unaided by Wit. 

In the choice of your ſcribblers, oh truſt this old ſaying, 
An impolitic aſs tells his birth by his braying: 

For me, noble lady, my modeſty yet 

Throws a veil o'er the glorious ſun of my wit. 

Oh! give me that confident hauteur of ſpirit, 

To ride my mad Pegaſus gee-up o'er merit ; 

; Gild my face with that glow, that forgetting all awe, 


SRD may meet BiLLYr's frown with the naivet“ of Law. 


Endow 


1 
Endow me, oh Queen, with that weather- cock grin, 
Thoſe I laſh while I'm out, 1 may praiſe when I'm in. 


Thus dubb'd a true Quixote,—a champion of ſtate, 
For an iſland, a title, a bardſhip I wait. 
Sweet offspring of C M, no laurel would twine | 


So lovingly round this fair forehead of mine, 

As a Laureat's per ann. and man's comforter, wine : 
I. would fing ſuch a ditty in praiſe of thy worth, | 
That its echo ſhould jog the dull pace of the earth ; 
The wonder-ſtruck planets ſhould ſtop in their courſe, 
And dance hornpipes divine to my muſic perforce ; 
The fun with impatience more furiouſly drive, 

And 'ſtead of paſt fix, ſhall riſe before five, 

To ſhine on a youth, whoſe merits ſo rare, 

Are be-lyr'd 'til earth rigadoons it with air. 


I would ſing of a Joſeph, whom Potiphar's wife, 
Had ſhe look'd at, ſhe durſt not have touch'd for her life; 
There's a chaſtity even in virtue's ſweet glance, 
That ſtops profligate vice in her tantivy dance. 
The froſt of philoſophy deadens that eye, 


And that cheek never dimpled, tho RuTLAanD came by. 
When 
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When Venus with ſmiles woo'd her favourite boy, 
Had thy wiſdom been his, he had ſpurn'd at the toy 3 
She had kiſs'd thy ſweet lips, oh, male virgin! in vain, 
'Thy inſulted lips had rebounded again; 

What are kiſſes to thee My beautiful muſe 
Her lips balmy neQar would never refuſe ; 
But, alas! you diſmiſs wanton maids in a fury, 
And a Venus to you is the fame as a Drury. 


If e'er in this land, —but I fear it can't be, — 
A temple be rais'd to Diana and thee, 
I'Il inſcribe its pure altars with ſtanzas moſt chaſte, 
Sublime as my genius — and pure as thy taſte: 
There the nymphs ſhall bring garlands of lillies ſo ſweet; 
And the jaſmine's pure incenſe ſhall ſmoke at thy feet ; 
Twould thy oracle, Delphos, moſt deeply perplex, 
To ſet up a man as the faint of each ſex; 


Ador'd by his own as the time-piece of ſcience, 

By chaſtity arm'd with a ſhield of defiance ; 

For deep muſt that ſcience be man cannot touch, 

And chaſte is the heart that reſiſted ſo much; 

So much ſterling*—for fortune and love had combin'd, 
But, like ſuns on ice-mountains, ſcarce melted his mind. 


* Allading to the long ſiege the pure object of the Muſe's panegyric lately ſtood from 
Miſs P , anda moſt eloquent advocate —a large fortune. 
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I would ſing of a pious reſolve to begin, 
And clear probity's breaſt of one general fin ; 
Ingratitude hight for that provident boon, 
Which impartially falls on the cottage and throne ; 
Without whoſe bleſs'd beam a grave brow could not ſhow ye 
How diſtin& are the looks of a Whig and a Tory ; 
Sans which, calculations no longer would ſtound, 
And extempore deſtroy your ſtate ſtudies profound; 
Sans which, unclaim'd dividends long may be grop'd for, 
And your frown for no, no, in vain would be hop'd for ; 
Sans which, darkneſs would wrap the whole face of the Houſe, 
And Cat Tory unſeen devour the Whig Mouſe ; 


Sans which, private chaſtity crownleſs might be, 
And rifible Charles ſeem as modeſt me. 


Bright patron of Chriſtian worth, at thy name, 
My Muſe fo profane is bluſhing with ſhame ; 
She might kneel, pray and worſhip with ardour divine, 
'Till her knees were worn bare ere her zeal was like thine, 
Who deſpiſing the threats of this impious nation, 
Tow'd the wreck of their ſouls to the bay of ſalvation ; 
And bringing forth taxes on Heaven's own light, 

Made our bodily feelings moſt grateful for fight ; 
C 
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That the little you left us good uſe might be made of, 
And our debt to God's bounty in poverty paid of ; 

Twas then we firſt found from experiments preſſing, 

That *till light was well paid for, we knew not its bleſſing. 


A few pious bodies, who felt by conviction, 
That your gracious impoſt was divine benediction; 
They bowing their heads in the duſt at your ſentence, 
Made amends for paſt guilt by preſent repentance; 
They chearfully brought a peace-off ring to thee, 


And their fins were bleach'd white in an ocean of tea. 


But, alas! holy youth, there are Whig harden'd fools, 
Who when burthen'd a-bit, are humanity's mules ; 
One ſwears, tho' he may be more wicked than tother, 
That Cain had as much of the ſun as his brother; 
E when he ran howling to caverns ſo dim, 
He ran from the day-light, not day-light from him. 
They ſay, that the ſlave whom your premierſhip's grace 
Condemns, becauſe darkneſs is ſtamp'd on his face, 
Who is black, and we've heard, —but that's entre nous, — 


That black 1s the ſhade of the Devil's own hue. 


Poor 
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Poor African! tho' thy kind genius ſhould ſoar 

Where the wing of a Nxwrox had folded before; 

Tho' a SHAKESPEAR's wild meteor had broke on thy mind. 
Vet if ſhut from the culture and paths of mankind, 

Thou may'ſt ſhake the rude fetters of ign'rance in vain, 

Our pride links a mental tyrannical chain, 

Thou art black—and tho' merit's ſoft dawnings are thine, 
Yet the clouds of oppreſſion ſhall darken its ſhine. 


Vet your's are the flow'rets of Nature's wild field, 
That tranſplanted, the ſcents of the muſk-roſe might yield: 
Poor ſhelterleſs buds, forlorn and diſtreſt, 

A benevolent SHare wears ye {till in his breaſt ; 
Your W1LBERFORCE too, the kind ſoother of woe, 
For them may the ſtreams of Proſperity flow ! 
The Cherubs of brightneſs their ſlumbers attend, 
The Muſe ever hail'd them Humanity's friend. 


Oh Muſe, rebel Muſe, what woe-begone face, 
Could tempt thee to put on this piteous grimace ? 
You was telling a ſtory, moſt witty, moſt wiſe, 
Ahout folks who would claim the old rights of their eyes, 
And urg'd as a plea, that caprice's fad ſlave, 
Without tax or impoſt, his day-light might have, 


Juſt 
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_ Juſt then you muſt conjure ſome pitiful ſprite 

Of a poor injur'd wretch on my water-pot fight, 

And then I mult ſing a long dolorous ditty, 

And you want me to move mighty Charhau to pity: 
Don't you know that theſe blacks are the dregs of creation, 
And beſides, they bring ſterling increaſe to the nation; 

I tell you, your whining for others won't do; 


There wants titles for me, and a penſion for you. 


Tho' my Muſe is ſo meek and fo gentle an elf, 
Yet one plea would I urge in behalf of myſelf, 
A plea, that like CurIsTIAN's roll, if I give in, 
Will enſure me for life a political Heaven. 


Till now, I have been neither Tory nor Whig, 
| But a noite—a cautious—a ſteer-between prig ; 
No ill-natur'd wit can jeer at my odes, 

Call me turn-coat, a jack-aſs for changeable loads; 
No orator dares with my praiſes to parley, 

Or ſay that I ever ſung Sapphics to Charley. 


When you tax'd all the fripp'ry appendage to beauty, 


I fold my laſt eflay from motives of duty ; 
| Tho" 
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Tho' on me it fell light ; the Muſes, I ween, 
Very rarely in ribbons ſo lovely are ſeen : 

"Tis not that, poor laſſes, they would not be fine, 
But Parnaſſian purſes are ſomething like mine, 
Light, airy, ele&ric—let printers but ſtrike, 

The gold flows along like a Dutch painter's dyke. 


I have been ſyſtematic, a negative creature, 
No party opinions corroded my nature; 
Tho' the preſs had been fetter'd, my politic tongue, 
Never rail'd at the meaſures that threaten d a ſong ; 
For if a State Laureat, I wiſely forefaw 
I might libel the world in defiance of law ; 
I knew you would war with my enemies wage, 


And throw Sophiſtry's ſhield round my popular page. 


So far I am your's, and your's only—befide 
T am more than mere clock-work to nad at your fide ; 
The voice of a Muſe EpmunD's boſom will thrill, 
And turn S#—D—x's head to a quixote wind-mill. 
My Syren-like ſpeeches will wilder the few, 
And their bards will ſneak off to your Laureat and you. 
Oh, bethink you, great Sir, what merits are mine; 
Beware how my ſervices vaſt you decline ; 
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| My tongue will more ſweetly bewitch the whole ſenate, 


Than a four hours ſpeech, tho' before-hand you pen it. 


I've a voice like a Philomel, ſweetly perſuaſive, | 
I've argument pointed, invented, evaſive; 
And if yeſterday's motion your peace ſhould invade, 
I'll talk till the maker forgets it was made; 
I'll confuſe their deep ſchemes by ſoft ſympathy's ſtories, 
Till they all, by enchantment, believe themſelves Tories: 
For truſt me, dear youth, tho' your heart cannot feel 
The ſweet glance of beauty perſuaſively fteal ; 
Tho' your modeſty ſhrinks from a female's fond look, 
Theſe profligate folks muſt be woo'd to the yoke; 


My Muſe has ſuch dimples, reſiſtance were vain, 
She leads them all bound to your feet in her chain; 
Theſe people of pathos give way to a flame 
Senſibility taught—a poor, ſoft-hearted dame; 
Love, genius, charity, all ſhe attends, 


But you and I know theſe are troubleſome friends. 


Theſe are Whigs without wiſdom; that Wiſdom ſhould be 


A tenant of wigs, is a maxim with me; 
Tho' if Wiſdom alone a large peruke might wear, 
Many wig-crowned heads I fear would go bare. 
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This lady oft leads her beſt friends into ſcrapes, 
But we ſhun the trap, like experienc'd apes; ' 


An appeal to her paſſions my rhet'ric can make, 
Till her vibrating nerves moſt convulſively quake, 
I'll crown the meek lamb with my ſacrifice wreath, 


And ſhe'll kiſs the ſly hand that conducts her to death, 


I aſſure you, ſweet Sir, you hit the wrong nail; 
Cold logical reaſon with paſſion muſt fail: 

Only mind how by ſoftneſs I'll bend the proud neck, 
And a whole Oppoſition ſhall melt at my beck; 

I know all the chords on theſe boſoms of feeling, 
"Tis theſe I can ſtrike tender ſentiment's peal in. 


And tho' you never conn'd the ſweet gamut. of love, 
To whoſe notes the ſoft pulſe of a BI xsLERVY will move; 
I will ſtoop to the conqueſt you cannot obtain, 

And unite the whole Houſe in your Toryſhip's chain. 


Sans vanity, Sir, my ſuſceptible muſe 
Would warn you no eloquent aid to refuſe ; 
She is weary of thrumming, and now waxeth rude, 
Nay jogs at my elbow to bid me conclude ; 
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In the midſt of ſuch argument too, when my mind 
Had left the low judgment of mortals behind; 


And doubling Parnaſſus in ſeven leagu'd boots, 
For your fake at random all reaſon confutes. 


But, alas, my tir'd muſe is preparing to fret, 

And the ſweet little thing 1s a bit of a pet ; 

Therefore humbly, kind Sir, your petitioner prays, 
You'll forgive if a plea next concludes my ſweet lays, 


I know you di{like a long train of dependants, 

Who for place and preferment are kindred attendants ; 
Who if uncle or brother a-ſtate-ſtable fits in, | 
Expect, d-la-mode, to ride their own tits in; 

Of late this vile practice ſo publicly teiz'd ye, 

That a mortal averſion to favours has ſeiz'd ye; 

And you wiſely adopted a maxim of mine, 

To home your whole charity always confine; 

If you're ſtaunch to this tenet, all right will be vain, 
No alien will aſk what he cannot obtain ; 

And wiſely diſcerning a groupe of ſpare faces, 

Will ſee C--r—1's enough both for penfion and places. 


For 
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For me "twill be politic well to provide, 

I've no impudent, dangling expectants beſide, 

Except a few fiſters—they're mere bagatelles— 

One in ſcribbling love ſonnets moſt rarely excels ; 
Therefore uſeleſs to us, - but the thing has ſome beauty, 
And may keep rebel patriots to you and their duty; 
Another ſhines much in arithmetic deep, 

And the vigils of ſtate calculation will keep; 

A third and the laſt is a ſempſtreſs moſt neat, 

A grave ſteady maiden, —whoſe looks make her meet, 
Should you lack a domeſtic Comptroller, —whoſe features. 
Will fave you both ſpotleſs from ſcandalous metres. 


Theſe are all :— Myſelf and my Muſe will fit by, 
And caſt ſuch a modeſt, low, down-looking eye, 
That tho' cloſetted oft, yet depend on my word, 
Our brows ſhall be cold and unmoy'd as a board. 

I'll diſmiſs an importunate, needy pretender, 
With a ſmart fullen frown moſt politely untender.. 
And truſt me, this freezing hauteur is a taſk 
Which pride only learns under dignity's maſk : 
"Twill fave you a bluſh if the beggars are prefling, 
As if truth brings her claim, to refuſe is diſtreſſing ;_ 
D I have 
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J have long lov'd this law that a ſteady diſmiſſion, 


Relieves us from many a future petition. 


I'll tell you, —ah me! an unfortunate ſtroke 
Of my obſlinate Muſe, a whole lyric has broke; 
She ſnatch'd her ſweet harp from my well inſpir'd hand, 
And a Patriot confuted, I wondering ſtand. 


Oh! Sir, I have loſt ſuch a charming digreſſion, 
So moral,—ſo learn'd,—ſuch a warmth of expreſſion; 
But, alas, if my Muſe will no longer inſpire, 

- *Tis like ſpitting a gooſe where there's never a fire. 


Should your Rev'rence diſhke my ſtrange method of pleading, 
Yet from me and my lays you've no hope of receding : 
Sweet Phzon, from Sappho you cannot elope, 
This ſame little Hland's your limited ſcope ; 
Should you croſs but the water, your glories will drop, 
And to catch the bright apple a thouſand will ſtop. 
Tho' coy, yet with large quarto pamphlets I'll preſs you, 
And ſing till a light or dark ſpirit poſſeſs you; 
No bribe but a title can ſtop elocution 
80 ſplendid as mine, —ſave a ſtate profecution : . 

3 But 
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But methinks for yourſelf ſuch a tongue you'll enſure; 
Tis intereſt friendſhip like mine to ſecure : 

If ſelf has ſly motives, your praiſe is the ſame ; 

One action of politic goodneſs is Fame. 

If my boon you refuſe, I'm in torments a Devil ; 

If appeas'd, I'm a Genu to guard you from evil. 

But, ſweet youth, this laſt loving inſtruction attend. 
A Wit or a Knave is a Stateſman's beſt friend. 
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